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the only time he lias quitted Qua since he caine to reside here.'
4 And how long has he resided here ?' inquired Venotia.
' 'Tis the second autumn,' said the guide, ' and he came in the spring. If the signora would only wait, we expect the master home to-night or to-morrow, and he would be glad to see her.' .
'We cannot wait, my friend,' said Lady Annabel, rewarding the guide ; ' but you will thank your master in our names, for the kindness we have experienced. You are all -happy in such a friend.'
* I must write my name in Petrarch's house,' said Venetia. {Adieu, happy Arquii! Adieu, happy dwellers in this happy valley !'
CHAPTER IV.
JUST as Lady Annabel and her daughter arrived at Rovigo, one of those sudden and violent storms that occasionally occur at, the teraiination of an Italian autumn raged with irresistible fury. The wind roared with a noise that overpowered the thunder ; then carne a rattling shower of hail, with stones as big as pigeons' eggs, succeeded by rain, not in showers, but literally in cataracts. The only thing to which a tempest of rain in Italy can be compared is the bursting of a waterspout. Venetia could scarcely believe that this could be the same day of which the golden morning had found her among the sunny hills of Arqua. This unexpected vicissitude induced Lady Annabel to alter her plans, and she resolved to rest at Rovigo, where she was glad to find that they could be sheltered in a commodious inn.
The building had originally been a palace, and in its halls and galleries, and the vast octagonal vestibule on which the principal apartments opened, it retained many noble indications of the purposes to which it was formerly destined.